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when I passed to the Law SphooL Every Sunday I read the Rue of Jules Valles, and, as Edouard Detaille recently recalled to me, there was hardly a student meeting in which I did not bawl out the old refrain:
Les peuples son! pour moi des freres, Et les tyrans les ennemis.'
It was, however, one of those conversions which have more show than substance. Dcroulede had always been a violent, combative young man, with a genuine love for the soil and scenery of France. Hitherto his enemy had been the tyrant Napoleon: henceforward it was the Prussian. If he was a professed cosmopolitan as a youth, it was because it was fashionable among the clever young men of the Latin Quarter to oppose the revolutionary catechism to the maxims of a decadent and unpopular Empire, not because he was in nature and temperament a pacificist, as he professes to have been, His conversion, in fact, like so many conversions, was a discovery rather than a change. Ho had hitherto not attended to Prussia, had not connected the great developments of European affairs with the future of his country, and had failed to realise the perils with which France was environed* The war taught hfcn a new scale of values and made him known to his real self: and if his new philosophy was not the highest, it was now bused on serious experience and was an integral part of a real awl spontaneous man.
The most distinguished of Deroulede's disciples tells a story of an interview, which must have taken place some time in the curly eighties, between the prophet of nationalism and Ernest Kenan. Deroulcdc had come to the College de Prance to importune the great theologian* to join his Ligue des Patriotes, a newly founded association devised to sustain the martial spirit of France* and to promote the war of revenge against the German Empire. ' Jeunc hommc,' replied the sage, with the suave melancholy of resignation, Ma France se meurt, ne troubles paa son agonic/ words calculated to dash the bravest spirit, and to the philosophic student of comparative birth-rates not without a sinister background of plausibility*
But the strength of nationalism lay in its sanguine defiance